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Editor’s  Note 


Let  me  start  by  saying  that  this  quarter  the  staff  had  their  hands  full  with  an  overload  of 
submissions.  I applaud  those  who  submitted  and  offer  you  these  quotes  of  inspiration: 

“Nothing  goes  by  luck  in  composition.  It  allows  no  tricks.  The  best  you  can  write  will  be  the 

best  you  are.” 

Thoreau,  1841 

“What  is  written  without  effort  is  in  general  read  without  pleasure.” 

Samuel  Johnson,  1897 

Thank  you  for  sharing  your  efforts  with  us,  reviewing  your  work  has  been  our  pleasure. 
Additional  thanks  to: 

• Meri  Phillips  and  Marvin  Rasch  at  Student  Activities,  for  believing  that  this  publication 
deserved  their  support. 

• Robert  Georgalas  and  David  McGrath  from  the  English  Department,  forjudging  the  staff’s 
submissions. 

• David  Rogers  at  Republic  Printing,  for  holding  our  hands  through  the  printing  process. 

• Borders  Bookstores,  for  support  of  the  magazine  and  sponsoring  the  reception  for  all  those 
published. 

• Frank  DiVita  from  BPI,  who  deserves  Layout  Editor  credit  for  his  computer  help. 

Enjoy! 

Lee  DiVita 
Editor 

In  the  Fall  1996  issue,  Connie  Godawski’s  name  was  misspelled  as  Connie  Guchowski  under  a 
photo  credit.  PLR  regrets  the  error. 
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Mad  Man’s  Semi-Sane  Musings  on  Love 

By:  Arden  French 

The  young  man  looked  up  from  his  parkbench-perch  and  pondered  the  sky.  He  wondered 
why  it  was  blue.  He  knew  why  it  was  blue.  He  wondered  why  what  he  knew  wasn’t  something 
else. 

He  wondered  if  it  was  blue.  It  looked  blue  enough,  but  then,  how  blue  could  it  be?  It  didn’t 
know  her.  It  must’ve  seen  her  before.  He  was  pretty  sure  she’d  seen  it.  But  it  didn’t  know  her 
like  he  did.  It  might’ve  seen  her  boyfriend.  He  was  easy  enough  to  resist  looking  at.  How  had 
she  wound  up  with  him?  Maybe  he’d  die  soon. 

The  young  man  looked  down  at  the  grassy  park  surrounding  him.  He  started  to  wonder  why 
the  grass  was  green,  but  decided  that  it  was  too  early  in  the  day  to  start  re-running  his  thoughts. 
Then  he  started  thinking  about  her  again  and  decided  that  maybe  he  could  re-run  viewers 
favorites. 

The  guy  tried  to  hate  her  for  a moment,  so  that  he  could  forget  about  her  and  not  have  to 
endure  these  dialogues  with  himself.  He  gave  up.  He  wondered  what  would  happen  if  he  told 
her  how  he  felt.  He  wondered  how  she  felt. 

Something  welled  up  in  him  for  a moment,  but  he  couldn’t  tell  if  it  was  emotional  or  lunch- 
related.  Either  way,  it  resulted  in  a heavy,  depressed  sigh.  What  a loser  he  was.  He  looked 
around  himself,  slowly  taking  in  his  surroundings.  It  only  took  a moment  to  decide  which 
people  were  like  him  and  empathize  with  them,  which  people  he  didn’t  like  and  loathe  them, 
and  which  people  he  didn’t  care  about.  About  a moment  -and-a-half  later  he  admitted  he  was 
wrong  about  all  that. 

As  he  got  up  and  walked  toward  his  car,  he  began  to  think  about  going  to  her  house.  He 
began  to  think  that  if  he  could  just  talk  to  her  for  a few  minutes,  he  could  make  her  love  him. 
Yes,  of  course.  He  would  go  to  her  house.  He  got  in  his  car,  and  drove  home. 
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Margaret 

By:  Paul  Van 

The  summer  skies  crack  open 
dumping  torrents  to  the  ground 
With  no  umbrella,  we  rejoice 
stomping,  splashing  all  around. 
Maybe  it’s  those  freckles 
on  her  fresh,  unmade  face 
Or,  possibly  that  smile 
that  takes  me  back  to  another  place... 

For  hours  I’ve  been  gathering  leaves 
That  have  fallen  from  a hundred  trees 
She  yells  over  my  backyard  fence, 
“Can  I run  and  jump  in  those,  please?” 
She  grabs  my  hand  and 
we  jump  in  together 
For  some  reason  it’s  warm 
despite  the  chilly  weather... 

Under  the  low,  cold  sun  of  winter 
we  glide  along  on  my  backyard  rink 
I hold  her  for  balance,  lest  she  fall- 
at  least  that’s  what  she’d  have  me  think. 

They’ll  tell  me  I look  funny 
with  my  prepubescent  friend 
But  I think  what  they  want  me  to  be 
is  a little  more  like  them... 

The  rink  has  thawed  into  a backyard  pond 
she  comes  and  requests  just  one  little  wish 
“Can  we  pretend  to  go  sailing  and 
maybe  catch  some  make-believe  fish?” 

I am  the  captain  (and  the  engine) 
of  our  little  inflatable  boat 
I steer  us  out  to  the  middle 
then  we  stop-and  simply  float... 

No,  it’s  no  those  freckles 
and  I don’t  think  it’s  her  smile 
What  I really  like  is  the  innocence 
that  as  we  age,  goes  out  of  style. 
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My  Religion 

By:  Chris 

I leave  tonight 

I make  the  bed 
with  a sacred 

delicacy 

my  lover’s  bed 
becomes  my  alter 

daily  I prepare 

and  nightly  I worship 

commune. 

tonight  I leave 

as  the  sheets  float 

the  setting  sun  filled  room 

fall  perfectly  in  place 

immaculate. 

the  two  pillows 

that  have  always  laid 
side  by  side 

now  lay  atop 
each 
other 

my  final  act 

is  a quiet  sermon 
butnonetheless 
one  of  ecstasy 

nightly  have  I worshiped  here 
and  tonight  1 leave. 
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Deer  X-ing 

By:  William  Marr 


You  can  call  me 

a jaywalker  if  you  like 

but  I must  get  to  the  other  side 

of  your  road 

that  divided  our  woods 

When  your  overspeed  rams 

into  my  underestimate 

you  passionately  kiss  my  bones 

with  your  bumper 

and  I,  in  return,  wash 

your  windshield 

with  my  blood 

Then  you  step  on  your  gas 
and  are  gone 

while  I gather  all  my  might 
for  a final  leap,  trying  in  vain 
to  admire 

for  the  last  time,  the  brilliance 
of  the  yellow  sign 
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Stumbling  Block 

By:  Lisa  Huston 


Big  Bob  operates  a sticky  bar 
down  the  block  from  me, 

I go  there  too  much 

guzzling  longnecks 
to  fuzzy  guitar 

and  wet  thumping  heart  beats. 

Do  you  see  him? 

Do  you  know  how  he  seduces  me  in 

and  makes  me  lie  down 

with  clouds  perched  on  my  eyelids? 

He  clots  the  cream  for  dessert 
and  serves  me  trays  of  the  stuff. 

Sometimes  I cry  my  makeup  off 
because  he  says  my  name 
or  touches  my  elbow  by 
accident. 

His  polite  “pardon  me” 
is  worth  more  tears 
than  a skinned  knee. 

His  smiles  are  smooth  and  daft 
making  me  laugh  and  think 
and  lay  on  his  floor 
staring  at  dust  bunnies 
in  awe  and  reverence. 

Do  this  on  your  own, 
with  a mirror, 

before  he  clips  your  wings  too. 


9 


Mind  Racer 

By:  Adam  Kirby 

i run  up  to  the  goal 
Goal!  Goal! 

Thinking  thinking  what  am  i thinking? 

Rehearse  ahead  of  time 

Time  what  time 

Panic  no  i dont  think  so 

Whatd  i say 

No  i didnt 

as  i was  saying  um 

heat  attack  heartless  flack 

jellybean  stew 

showboat  im  sinking 

i mean  i mean  whatdo  eyes  mean 

HipleasedtomeetyoumynamesFrank 

eat  some  deli  snacks 
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Rebellion  on  a Kitchen  Floor 

By:  Hedy  Pajonk 

An  uncharacteristically  heavy  rain  is  falling  one  winter  morning.  An  entire  ant  colony  is  in 
danger  of  being  washed  away;  the  labyrinth  of  passageways  in  the  colony  is  already  almost 
completely  filled.  The  alarm  bell  had  sounded  earlier  and  the  ants  are  now  finding  their  way  to 
the  nearest  dwelling  post  haste.  Andrew  and  Arlo  are  bringing  up  the  rear.  Andrew  is  visibly 
nervous  and  carrying  soggy  soil  on  his  back.  At  Arlo’s  direction,  the  two  ants  are  headed  up  to 
the  kitchen  when  Andrew  breaks  the  silence,  “Do  you  think  we'll  be  safe  here?” 

“It's  dry  and  smells  like  food;  that’s  good  enough  for  me.  I’m  Arlo.  What’s  your  name?” 

“Andrew  and  I’m  really  worried...” 

“Well,  Andy  the  way  I see  it,  we’re  gonna  be  in  great...” 

“Please,  it’s  Andrew.  ‘Andy’  is  so. ..so  pedestrian.'’  Andrew  unloads  his  soggy  dirt.  “The  way  I 
see  it,  if  every  ant  makes  1 87  trips  for  dirt,  we  can  rebuild  the  colony  between  the  foundation 
and  the  wallboard  in  three  days.” 

“Is  that  why  you  dragged  that  sloppy  mess  in  here?” 

“Mother  said,  it  always  pays  to  be  prepared." 

“Well,  boy  scout,  we’re  inside  now.  We  don’t  need  to  build  a colony.  We  own  a house. 

Doncha’  get  it?  It’s  easy  street  from  here  on  in.” 

“But  how  will  we  function?  Where  will  we  eat  and  sleep?” 

“Put  up  your  olfactory  receptors,  buddy.  What  do  you  pick  up?” 

“I’m  not  really  sure.  It  kinda  reminds  me  of  bread,  but...” 

“Righto.  That’s  the  scent  of  toast  and  where  there’s  toast,  there’s  crumbs,  and  where  there’s 
crumbs,  there’s  breakfast.” 

“But  you  don’t  know  what  else  is  out  there.” 

“Listen  to  me,  kid.  The  only  things  we’ve  got  to  worry  about  here  are  humans  and  spiders. 
Now,  spiders  we  know  about.  Stay  away  from  the  web,  keep  your  eyes  open  and  you  won’t 
have  any  trouble.  Am  I right?” 

“Well,  yeah,  I guess  so.  I don’t  know.”  He  pulls  out  soggy  blue  prints.  “I’ve  got  these  plans 
here  that  I’ve  worked  on  for  years  and  they’re  really  very  intricate.  If  you  just...” 
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“...And  humans?  You  want  to  understand  humans,  you  gotta  know  a little  psychology.  What’s 
the  biggest  threat  from  humans?” 

“Huh?  Umm..,  being  stepped  on?” 

“Nah,  it’s  poison.  One  shot  from  a Raid  can  and  it’s  the  ant  colony  in  the  sky  for  you.  And 
when  do  they  pull  out  the  Raid?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“When  they  see  a whole  bunch  of  us  together,  that’s  when.  They  panic,  think  they’re  under 
attack  and  haul  out  the  big  green  can.  Then  were  nothin’  but  lambs  to  the  slaughter.  All  lined 
up  and  ready  to  be  fumigated.” 

“Yikes,  I don’t  wanna  be  fumigated,  Arlo.  That’s  why  we  should  rebuild  the  colony  inside  and 
develop  an  organization  chart.  We  should  set  up  perimeters,  identify  scouts  and  set  up  a system 
for  tracking  and...” 

“And  work  like  dogs  to  put  a roof  under  the  roof  that’s  already  over  our  heads?  No  thanks.” 

“I  don’t  hear  you  coming  up  with  anything  better.” 

“Au  contraire,  my  little  wound  up  friend.  The  solution  is  simple.  We  become  renegades, 
outcasts,  anarchist  ants!” 

“Are  you  nuts?” 

“Naw,  just  smart.  Listen  to  me.  If  we  go  out  on  our  own,  we  won’t  get  fumigated  with  the 
bunch.” 

“But  how  will  we  live?” 

“What  do  you  mean,  how  will  we  live?  Open  your  eyes,  this  is  the  garden  of  Eden.  We’ll  find 
a little  corner  to  sleep,  we’ll  chow  down  on  crumbs  from  the  toaster  during  the  day  and  hang 
out  under  the  kitchen  cabinet  or  behind  the  walls  at  night.  Nothin’  could  be  easier.” 

“Oh,  I don’t  like  that  at  all.  There’s  no  plan,  no  benchmarks,  no  goal,  no  progress  review.” 

“Suit  yourself.  I’m  going  to  get  myself  a little  breakfast.” 

“Don’t  go  out  there,  Arlo.  I’ve  got  a bad  feeling  about  this.” 

When  last  seen,  Andrew  and  Arlo  had  gone  their  separate  ways.  Andrew  was  visibly  thinner 
and  working  feverishly  on  redrafting  his  plans  for  a new  indoor  colony.  Arlo  had  become  the 
unwitting  play  toy  of  Muffy,  the  resident  feline.  The  colony  had  moved  on. 
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Veracity 

By:  Mary  Kathryn  Murphy 

A youthful  journey,  riding  a sandpaper  slide 
of  Catholic  guilt. 

Strip  away 
the  formalities 
to  reveal  the  peaceful  faith. 

Shears  trim  away  at  prelates’  cassocks 
to  bear  their  ashen  limbs, 
disclosing  humanity. 

Coronets  of  nuns  sail  like  schooners, 
a false  airiness  of 
too-serious  women. 

Massive  chains  of  rosary  beads, 
worry  beads, 

bruising  tender  thighs  in  the  simple 
act  of  walking. 

Remove  the  outward  symbols 
to  expose  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Look  away 

and  see  the  Truth. 
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Dignity  Denied 

By:  Rachel  Purchalski 


Round  and  round  and  round  it  goes, 

Until  she  succumb  to  one  of  those  freak  shows. 
Beaten  by  life  and  trampled  by  love, 

Long  ago  gone  is  the  peace  of  a dove. 

She  sells  her  dignity  for  a loathsome  price. 
Displayed  for  all  like  worthless  lab  mice. 

People  walk  by  and  throw  her  a dime, 

As  pity  is  arrested  like  a poor  petty  crime. 

Her  face  is  aged  by  worry  and  fear, 

Her  hopelessness  exposed  as  fabric  sheer. 

To  live  each  day  causes  agony  and  pain. 

Before  she  can  find  a place  from  the  rain. 

A beautiful  creature  she  entered  this  earth, 

But  now  she  curses  the  day  of  her  birth. 

Sorrow  is  draped  like  a heavy  cloth, 

Despair  boiled  into  a thick  milky  broth. 

Yesterday’s  dreams  are  diseased  over  sores, 

As  the  prevalent  nightmare  screams  out  and  roars. 
She’s  become  careless  with  the  life  that  she  holds, 
Dangerously  possessing  a heartache  of  loads. 

Thrown  to  the  streets  she’s  battered  aroun’, 
Destiny’s  taken  her  pride  and  her  crown. 

To  live  and  to  die  without  making  a mark. 

To  be  given  light  then  left  in  the  dark. 

Haplessly  she  roams  from  street  to  street, 
Rummaging  through  trash  to  substitute  for  meat. 
Wasting  away  she  looses  her  mind, 

As  most  of  the  people  do  of  her  kind. 

Round  and  round  and  round  she  goes 
Endless  life  that  time  now  loathes. 
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Listening 

By:  Robert  Gockman 

I stood  at  the  door  of  a room 
where  a blind  man  sat 
listening  to  his 
talking  book  machine. 

He  wore  headphones  so  snugly  that 

not  even  the  smallest  fragment  of  sound  could  escape. 

The  voice  on  the  tape 
went  through  the  electronic  circuits 
through  wires  and  diaphragms, 
resonating  into  the  ear  pieces, 
completed  absorbed  within 
his  singularly  attentive  mind. 

He  focused  intently  on  the  world  described 

by  the  encapsulated  voice 

while  the  tape  spun  softly  in  its  niche, 

narrating  deeds, 

telling  stories, 

weaving  spells, 

his  sunken  eyes  closed  in  reverie. 

I entered  his  room, 
making  a noise, 
startling  him 
at  my  approach. 

“Shush,”  he  said.  “Be  quiet! 

You’re  disturbing  me.” 

For  I had  intruded  upon  his  world 
of  vivid  imagery,  spectral  faces 
and  sharp  details. 

Later,  when  we  met  again, 
he  said,  “I’m  sorry 
I didn’t  mean  to  be  so  cross, 
but  while  I was  listening, 

I could  see 
again.” 
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The  Harrowing  Harassment  of  Huge  Hair  Hanging 

Over  the  Seat  in  Front  of  Me 
On  An  Airplane  at  Night 

By:  Mardelle  Fortier 

I swear  that  this  long  hair  had  teeth 
while  skulking  out  of  dark. 

It  crackled  and  entangled;  wild 
thick  fur  threw  burning  sparks. 

It  climbed  up  over  the  plane  seat 
and  threatened  me  with  size. 

‘Twas  frizzled,  sizzled,  fried  and  dried 
and  gleamed  like  lupine  eyes. 

It  howled  & prowled  & curled  & swirled 
and  would  not  let  me  rest. 

Plotting  & knotting  in  dimness, 
it  put  me  to  the  test. 

It  raged  & rolled  & lashed  & clashed 
& snarled  at  my  outcry. 

Red  shone  in  it  like  blood  of  wolves — 

“Don’t  snip  me  or  you  die.” 

And  I remembered  Riding  Hood 
& stayed  all  deaf  & dumb. 

But  when  the  hair  had  gone  to  sleep 
I poked  it  with  my  thumb. 
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Matt,  Age  Seven,  at  the  Museum 

By:  Robert  Gockman 


Then  he  discovered  the  train, 
just  a cab  with  a view 
with  the  valves  and  the  knobs, 
and  the  tubes,  quite  a few. 
Matt  started  the  engine 
and  turned  up  the  steam, 
while  gramps  fed  in  the  coal 
and  frazzled  the  fream. 


We  were  cruising  at  sixty 
with  all  valves  opened  wide, 
when  Matt  spotted  the  cow 
on  the  rail-road  track  side. 

We  hit  her  asunder 
with  the  cow-catching  thing 
and  set  her  in  motion 
with  an  overhead  fling. 

Matt  giggled  and  chortled 
and  laughed  up  his  sleeve. 

(An  imaginary  cow 
is  nothing  to  grieve.) 

And  he  asked  for  more  coal 
So  that  he  could  go  faster. 

I yelled,  “Better  slow  down 
‘cause  we’re  due  for  disaster.” 

But  he  adjusted  his  cap 
and  pulled  down  the  lever 
that  gave  him  MORE  steam 
‘cause  he  thought  he  was  clever. 
We  were  doin’  near  NINETY 
and  the  tree  whistled  by 
like  a fence  in  a windstorm 
in  the  blink  of  an  eye. 
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“Slow  it  down,  slow  it  down, 
or  we’ll  wind  up  on  heaven.” 

But  Matt  pushed  it  faster 
to  ONE  HUNDRED  AND  SEVEN. 
“Look  out!  It’s  the  station, 
and  they’re  flagging  us  down. 

The  bridge  is  washed  out 
and  we’re  going  to  drown.” 

But  just  as  cool  as  you  please 
Matt  slammed  on  the  brakes. 

But  I thought  we  had  had  it 
and  went  into  the  shakes. 

We  stopped  inches  from  danger 
and  might  think  it  close, 
but  it  wasn’t  Matt’s  first  time: 

Just  closer  than  most. 

You  wouldn’t  believe  him 
When  he  stepped  off  the  cab 
and  relinquished  the  throttle 
to  the  next  little  lad. 

For  he  pulled  off  a stunt 
he’s  a hero-  no  bones. 

And  just  for  a minute 
he  was  Old  Casey  Jones. 
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Davin 

By:  Laura  V.  Dierking 

Liquid  comfort  eases  my  soul 
thru  twilight  as  I slumber. 

Hoping  to  seize  the  demon  inside; 

as  he  rests,  so  shall  I. 

Sounds  of  remorse  wake  my  being. 
Reaching  in  darkness  for  warmth 
pulling  your  sweetness  to  my  waiting  lips. 
Tho  anger  surfaces  again; 
drowning  memories  sweep  fast  away. 
Slowly  realizing  stillness, 
intoxicating  relief  quiets  me. 

But  rage  continues  in  waking. 
Sunlight  offers  no  solace;  only  fuel 
to  a blinding  fire  within. 

Again,  coolness  fills  my  body. 
Drinking  in  courage,  if  only  fleeting; 
drifting  towards  blissfulness. 

Only  to  find  my  sorrow  waiting. 


19 


Inure 

By:  Marilyn  Donovan 

I loved  you 
You  loved  me 
I needed  you 
You  needed  me 
I was  content 
You  were  too 

That’s  what  I thought. 

I made  love 
You  had  sex 
I had  kids 
You  had  choices 
I stayed  at  home 
You  stayed  at  work 

That’s  what  I thought. 

My  job  was  tough 
Yours  was  tougher 
I treated  you  kindly 
You  treated  me  rougher 
I was  battered 
You  were  sorry 

That’s  what  I thought. 

I prayed  you’d  change 
You  changed  my  prayers 
I became  the  fool 
You  became  cruel 
I couldn’t  leave 
You  couldn’t  stay 

That’s  what  I thought. 

I wanted  to  run 
You  ran  around 
I lost  all  feeling 
You  felt  no  pain 
I will  succumb 
You  will  destroy 

That’s  what  I think. 
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Funny  Thing 

By:  Kristin  Westergren 

And  it  humors  me, 
Life,  that  is, 

That  everyone’s  is 
Different, 

Yet  interesting, 
While  gazing  over 
The  wind. 

That  motions 
The  water, 
Making  peace 
With  myself 
Humming  birds 
Echo  through 
The  perched  trees, 
Ring  my  ears, 

To  the  rhythm 
Of  nature. 

I sit. 

Observing  it  all, 
With  wide  ears 
And  sharp  eyes, 
Wondering 
Why  my  life 
Has  set  me 
Down  here, 

Of  all  places, 

On  top  of  a mountain, 
In  the  midst  of  Maine, 
To  stare 
At  a large  lake, 
That’s  shaped 
As  a penis. 
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Mirror  Mirror 

By:  Jerry  Ryan 


Coffee’s  brewing. 
Cats  are  meowing. 
Where’s  the  lid  for  the  sugar? 

Juice  is  juicing. 
Toast  is  burning. 
Prescriptions  lines  up  like  toy  soldiers. 

Cereal’s  soggy. 
Weatherman’s  lying. 
The  Sox  dropped  two  to  Toronto. 

Dishwasher’s  churning. 
Refrigerator’s  humming. 
Clock  on  the  wall  ticking  loudly. 

Radio’s  babbling. 
Grounds  in  the  basket. 
Train  leaves  in  just  a half  hour. 

Straighten  the  tie. 
Buff  up  the  shoes. 
This  is  the  life  that  you  asked  for. 


Coffee  is  brewing. 

Birds  softly  chirping. 

Cut  flowers  fresh  at  the  table. 

Cats  purring  slowly. 

Rubbing  legs  softly. 

New  light  is  filling  the  kitchen. 

Finding  a cup. 

Stretching  the  kinks  out. 
Wandering  out  to  the  back  porch. 

Feeling  the  dew. 

Breathing  the  morning. 

Putting  the  new  day  in  order. 

Sun  poking  through. 

Gray  clouds  are  clearing. 

Train  leaves  in  about  a half  hour. 

Smile  in  the  mirror. 

Say  goodbye  to  the  cats. 

This  is  the  life  that  you  asked  for. 
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Diamond  in  the  Rough 


By:  Raymond  D.  Miller,  Jr. 


“The  virtue  of  the  camera  is  not  the  power  it  has  to  transform  the  photographer  into  an  artist, 
but  the  impulse  it  gives  him  to  keep  on  looking.”  Brooks  Atkinson,  1951 
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“New  Orleans  Morning” 

By:  Sharon  Kane 
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Repose 

By:  Sharon  Kane 

“Genius  begins  great  works,  Labor  alone  finishes  them.” 

Unknown 
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By:  David  Vancil 


Solola  - Market  Day 


By:  Joan  Kalmanek 
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Old  World 

By:  Marilyn  Donovan 


George  in  the  Morning 

By:  Marilyn  Donovan 

“We  grow  up  in  different  worlds  but  judge  each  other  by  the  standards 

of  our  own.” 

Deborah  Thomas 
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City 


By:  Joan  Kalmanek 


Untitled 

By:  Clarke  A.  Sinclair 
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“An  artist  is  a creature  driven  by  demons. 
He  don’t  know  why  they  choose  him  and 


April  5 Fool! 


By:  Chitra  Singa 


Untitled 


By:  Tomm  Sosnowski  (age  13) 
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Untitled 

By:  Julie  Ryan 


“Every  man  carries  with  him 
through  life  a mirror, 
as  unique  and  impossible  to  get  rid  of 
as  his  shadow.” 

W.  H.  Auden,  1962 
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Knot 


By:  Joan  Kalmanek 


Untitled 

By:  Julie  Ryan 
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Mule  Ear  Daisies  in  the  Sierras 

By:  Laura  Sosnowski 


Serenity 


By:  Mindy  Evans 
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“An  artist  cannot  speak  about  his  art 
any  more  than  a planet  can 
discuss  horticulture.” 

Jean  Cocteau,  1955 


Orchid  Bud 

By:  Woodice  Fuller 


Blue 

By:  Judy  Hockett 
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A Mountain  Lake 

By:  Laura  Sosnowski 


Vernal  Falls,  Yosemite 


By:  Laura  Sosnowski 


“Water  can  stand  for  what  is  unconscious,  restorative  and  sexual  in  us.  It  carries,  weightlessly, 

the  imponderable  things  in  our  lives:  death  and  creation.” 

Gretel  Ehrlich  The  Solace  of  Open  Spaces 
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The  River 

By:  Marilyn  Donovan 

She  stood  looking  down  at  the  slow  moving  mass 
It’s  fingers  of  white  clutching  intermittently  at  the  shore 
Beckoning  ever  so  gently 

The  soft  blossom  scented  breeze  played  with  her  hair 

As  the  constant,  smiling  moon  kept  urging  her  into  submission 

To  be  freed  from  despair 

Once,  her  thoughts  brought  a faint  smile  that  lingered  on  her  lips 
As  her  memory  played  with  moments  of  ecstasy 
The  commitment  of  innocence 

The  sound  of  his  voice  as  he,  in  whisper,  spoke  her  name 
The  hands  that  with  eagerness  caressed  her,  yet  gentle  still 
Playing  the  part  so  well 

How  fitting  it  should  end  here  on  the  grassy  knoll 
Where  only  days  before  they  had  embraced  so  fiercely 
Promising  forever  after 
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The  Second  Rain 

By:  Bonnie  E.  Farnon 


it  had  just 
stopped  raining. 

Like  the  other  creatures 

animals 

birds 

and  God 

I crept  out  of  my  shelter 
to  look  at  the  world. 

One  bird  hopped  into  the  wet  street 
sang  his  song  of 
no  rain 

and  there  were  more  birds 
on  the  hunt 

clearing  a path  through  strings  of  worms 
wet 


So  the  rain  continues 
Limb  to  branch  to  leaf 
To  puddle  to  shoulder 
To  nose 

People  go  along 

Dry  streets  (watch  for  the  puddles!) 
And  they  are  surprised 
Under  the  trees 

They  never  expect 
Their  own  private  rain. 


a squirrel  scattered 
here  and  there 
people  went  by 
no  rain 


sun  poured  its  wealth 
from  dissolving  clouds. 
Puddles  glistened  rippleless 
rippleless  no  rain 

the  scent  of  the  air 
I breathed  deeply 
all  sun  no  rain 

then  I heard  it 


rain 

dripping  drizzling  dropping 
one  at  a time  then  two  then  more 
wet  sounds. 

I looked  up  at  the  trees 
wet  leaves  glimmering 
a sparkling  rain  falling 
from  leaf  to  leaf  to  ground. 
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The  Lamppost  Phenomenon 

By:  Arden  French 


Have  you  ever  sat  down  and  actually  counted  your  blessings?  If  you  have,  I’m  sure  you 
would  have  remembered  how  lucky  you  are  that  lampposts  aren’t  afraid  of  moths.  But,  alas, 
statistics  have  proven,  time  and  again,  that  the  average  person  hasn ’t  sat  down  and  counted 
his/her  blessings,  and  95%  of  those  who  have,  forgot  the  obvious  moth-lamppost  phenomenon. 

Have  you  seen  someone  try  to  trick  a moth  into  committing  suicide  with  a cigarette  lighter? 
The  moth  is  drawn  to  the  light  and  the  idea  is  that  the  moth  will  fly  into  the  flame,  where  it 
will  suffer  a terrible,  fiery  death.  I have  witnessed  a friend’s  attempt  at  this  apparently  simple 
trick,  and  I can  tell  you,  the  results  were  disturbing. 

You  see,  what  my  friend  hadn’t  bargained  on  was  that  the  moth  was  infinitely  smarter  than 
him.  So,  the  moth  flew  into  his  arm,  startling  him  enough  to  jump  back  and  drop  hid  lighter. 
Now,  I say  this  is  disturbing  because  one  can  easily  imagine  the  havoc  caused  by  a lamppost 
hopping  around  like  an  imbecile  while  trying  to  extinguish  its  own  light. 

Lucky  for  you,  me,  them,  everybody,  lampposts  are  not  afraid  of  moths.  This  is  the  only 
possible  conclusion,  because  clinical  tests  have  proven  that,  although  it  was  close,  my  friend  is 
smarter  than  the  average  lamppost,  so  any  moth  would  have  to  be  smarter  than  said  post,  and 
therefore  the  only  other  reason  why  it  wouldn’t  jump  is  that  it  has  some  sort  of  a bond  with  the 
moth.  It  is  possible  that  lampposts  have  evolved  over  the  millennia  through  sort  of  a 
Darwinism  to  not  fear  moths.  One  can  easily  imagine  fearful  lampposts  jumping  themselves  to 
exhaustion  and  death  and  never  living  long  enough  to  reproduce  while  the  more  courageous 
posts  live  long  fulfilling  post-lives  doing  post-things  and  one  day  settling  down  and  having 
little  lampposts.  (Unfortunately,  the  modem  lamppost  has  evolved  to  the  point  where  it  is  so 
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courageous  that  it  will  allow  one  to  drive  one’s  car  into  it.)  However,  for  some  reason,  the 
majority  of  the  scientific  community  frowns  on  this  theory. 

Actually,  very  little  of  the  scientific  community  is  dedicated  to  research  in  the  field  of 
postology.  (“Postology”  comes  from  the  Latin,  “post,”  meaning  “stupid,”  and  “ology,”  meaning 
“science.”)  Very  few  alternative  Light-source  Altitude  Sustaining  Systems  (LASSs)  have  been 
proposed.  This  is  particularly  worrisome  in  light  of  the  recent  reports  of  lampposts  running 
from  dogs  in  Maine  and  a post  being  chased  to  its  death  by  a baboon  in  the  San  Diego  Zoo. 
This  raises  another  obvious  question:  has  medicine  gone  too  far?  Are  the  weaker  lampposts 
worth  saving,  or  should  we  just  allow  nature  to  take  its  course,  weeding  out  the  weaker  posts 
and  allowing  the  stronger  posts  to  do  their  jobs?  These  are,  indeed,  heavy  issues  that  must  be 
addressed,  before  mankind  wakes  up  one  morning,  only  to  realize  that  it’s  too  late,  and  be 
knocked  unconscious  and  trampled  to  death  in  a lamppost  stampede. 
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Melancholy 

By:  John  Pain 

Yellow  lights  under  a pale  grey  sky, 

they  cast  a blanket  of  anonymity 

on  all  the  lost  souls  walking  in  and  out  of  obscurity. 

This  is  the  time  to  see  the  under  side  of  life. 

A cat  moves  from  trash  can  to  trash  can, 
a man  sleeps  in  a doorway  for  the  thousandth  time, 
and  the  sound  of  cars  hissing  by  my  window 
repeats  indefinitely,  like  a slow,  steady  heartbeat 
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The  Search 

By:  Donald  Jordan 

I have  crawled  through  dark  alleys 
filled 

with  the  stench  of  countless  victims  of  human  kindness. 

I have  wandered  through  the  fields, 
where  pious  men  ignored  the  multitudes 
and  toiled  for  their  gods. 

I have  strode  through  halls  of  men 
who  guided  millions  to  greatness 
and  asked  nothing  in  return. 

I walked  into  your  life 
and  in  your  heart 
found, 

the  man  I wished  to  become. 


Escape 

By:  Jenny  Lauren  Meyer 

As  I exhale,  my  breath 
whispers  secrets  to  the  earth 
and  the  heavy  weighing  in  my  heart 
calms  like  the  rising  and  falling  of  a dog’s  chest 

as  he  sleeps. 

No  one  will  ever  know  what  I know. 

What  I dream  about  is  mine. 

No  one  will  ever  see  the  peace  as 
I see  it. 

And  for  once,  I don’t  care. 
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The  Captain’s  Hat 

By:  Jerry  Ryan 

Mothballs,  the  perfume  of  old  artifacts. 

Damp  and  dusty  basement  smells. 

Dirty  basement  windows.  Opaque,  lined  mesh  with  wire. 

Dust  mites  dance  in  angled  yellow,  shedding  little  light  on  a 
stranger’s  dreams. 

His  secrets  fade  in  an  old,  green  footlocker. 

Books  he  read.  Clothes  he  wore. 

Magic  tricks  with  no  instructions. 

Medals.  Ribbons.  Awards. 

The  Captain’s  Hat. 

The  Captain’s  Hat  is  still  too  large,  less  so  every  year. 

Olive  green.  Brown  leather  band. 

Polished  brass  eagle.  Cracked  plastic  liner. 

Take  it  out. 

Guide  the  stranger’s  crown  to  your  curious  head. 

Tilt.  Ape.  Picture  the  photo  on  the  mantle. 

Try  on  this  stranger’s  life. 

What  thoughts  did  he  think? 

What  pain  did  he  feel? 

What  did  he  sound  like? 

Imagine  a hearty  laugh. 

How  his  rough  beard  felt. 

How  he  smelled  of  cigarettes  and  after  shave. 

Imagine  a hug. 

Then  remove  the  cold  hat  from  your  brow. 

Pack  it  back  away  among  khaki  shirts,  uniform  jackets, 
funeral  flag. 

Close  the  lid  tightly. 

Walk  away  slowly. 

Turn  out  the  light. 

Close  the  basement  door. 
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The  Mask 

By:  Helen  Shullaw 

Ann  entered  the  solitude  of  her  room,  slowly  shutting  the  door  behind  her.  Sitting  on  her 
bed,  she  glanced  around  the  room,  relieved  to  be  back  home  in  her  haven.  The  four  walls 
surrounded  her,  embracing  her.  Here  she  was  safe.  She  walked  across  the  room  and  stood 
before  her  dresser.  There  she  began  to  strip  off  the  mask. 

Off  came  the  smile,  by  now  worn  and  faded  from  use.  She  placed  it  on  the  dresser-top,  glad 
to  be  freed  of  this  ever-present  stranger.  Next  came  her  eyes,  falsely  lit  with  hope.  Finally,  the 
tears  could  flow.  Before  her  lay  her  ears,  full  of  lies  and  endless  chatter.  At  last  she  was  able  to 
listen  to  the  voice  of  her  soul. 

Once  again,  Ann  was  herself,  stripped  of  all  facade.  Sprawled  across  the  bed,  she  looked 
upward  to  the  ceiling,  searching  for  the  meaning  in  the  creviced  tiles  above.  The  ceiling  held 
no  answers. 

She  walked  in  a daze-like  trance  to  the  bathroom  and  here  she  met  her  fate.  The  medicine 
that  cures  became  the  poison  that  kills. 

And  the  screaming  sirens  of  the  ambulance  on  the  street  below  paid  tribute  to  a girl  who 
never  was. 
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Days 

By:  Jo- Ann  Ledger 

On  days 
I find  you 
single  minded 
practical  as  a mudflap. 
On  days 
I find  you 
inscrutable 
impenetrable 
concrete  boots 
There  are  days 
when  I find  you 
stove-top  hot 
devious 
eyes 

chrome  flashing 
mirth 

your  face  a billboard 
advertising  a myriad 
of  passions 
(I  like  those  days) 
Some  days 
I find  you 

the  only  voice  I heed 
and  I am  quieted 
No  matter  how  I find  you 
(and  there  are  many  ways) 
I’m  glad  I did. 
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The  Smoker 

By:  Roberta  C.  Stewart 

he  made  love  to  a cigarette 

Lips  clasped  about  and  teeth  dug  in 
Cheeks  hollowed  to  the  flow 
In  a kiss  of  intense  and  desperate  desire 
He  made  love  to  a cigarette 

sucking  her  into  his  depths 
Drawing  her  down 
In  a tension  orgasmic  profound 
And  holding  her  there  he  peaked — 

His  body  infused  with  her  quiet  fix 
Cherishing,  exquisite,  the  heady  lightness 
His  mind  reeled,  fogged  over 

a private  love  affair,  protracted 

Pleasure  strung  out  until  at  last,  climax — 

Smoke  spewed  from  lips  pinched  against  the  flow 
Release,  and  sigh,  and  shoulders  dropped 
Head  thrown  back 

he  made  love  to  a cigarette 
Again  and  again 
He  went  back  for  more 
Until  there  was  no  more 
And  his  lover,  spent, 

He  cast  carelessly  aside 
Thoughtlessly  crushed  and  ground 
Under  his  retreating  heel — 

It  matters  not, 

There’ll  be 
Many  others 
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My  Favorite  Flowers 

By:  Jenny  Lauren  Meyer 


I’ve  lived  next  door  to  Leslie  my  whole  life.  When  I was  young,  I used  to  be  afraid  to  go 
anywhere  near  Leslie,  and  I would  always  hold  my  breath  if  I saw  her,  hoping  I wouldn’t 
“catch”  the  disease.  My  parents  would  make  me  play  with  Leslie  every  Saturday  because  she 
didn’t  have  any  other  friends.  They  said,  “ It’ll  be  good  for  her  Amanda,  and  you  too,  ” but  it 
felt  like  I was  babysitting  Leslie  more  than  anything  else.  To  this  day,  her  favorite  thing  to  do 
is  play  “blocks.”  But  I kept  ringing  the  dreaded  door  bell  every  Saturday  because  I knew  in  my 
heart  that  I was  doing  the  right  thing.  It  made  me  feel  good  that  I could  help  someone,  even  if 
it  meant  holding  Leslie’s  hand  to  cross  the  street  or  helping  her  blow  her  nose,  and  when  I saw 
Leslie’s  parents  smile  as  they  welcomed  me  into  their  home,  I felt  like  a part  of  the  family.  It 
was  just  like  having  a little  sister.  And  over  the  years,  I’ve  come  to  realize  that  stereotyping 
doesn’t  help.  Saying  that  retarded  people  are  ugly  or  stupid  is  totally  wrong,  because  in  one 
day,  I learned  more  from  Leslie  about  beauty  than  I could  have  accumulated  in  a whole  life 
time. 

We  were  standing  outside  in  the  warm  summer  grass  of  Leslie’s  lawn.  And  for  once,  she 
was  being  quiet.  I sniffed  in  the  fresh  fragrance  of  flowers  and  closed  my  eyes,  imagining 
myself  somewhere  else,  anywhere  else.  Ah,  I was  on  the  beach  and  there  was  a gorgeous 

lifeguard Suddenly  the  smell  of  flowers  became  so  intense  that  I sneezed.  When  I opened 

my  eyes,  Leslie’s  round  pink  face  was  right  up  to  mine  and  she  was  holding  a handful  of 
yellow  dandelions  under  my  nose.  She  smiled  proudly  at  her  bouquet. 

“Bless  you,  Manda,”  Leslie  giggled.  “Like  my  flowers?  Aren’t  they  pretty?” 
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I sighed,  as  my  daydream  disappeared  in  a cloud  of  pollen.  “Leslie,  put  those  down,  they’re 
weeds,”  I explained. 

“Weeds,  weeds,  weeds!”  she  sang,  dancing  around  in  circles.  Amused,  I just  watched  Leslie 

as  she  made  herself  sickeningly  dizzy  and  she  fell  down.  “Ohhhhhhh ” she  moaned,  still 

clutching  the  dandelions  in  her  hand. 

“See  what  those  icky  yellow  weeds  did  to  you?”  I said,  seizing  the  dandelions  from  Leslie’s 
sweating  hand.  “Now,  why  don’t  we  go  inside,  it’s  too  hot  out  here.” 

Leslie  pouted  and  folded  her  chubby  arms  across  her  chest.  “No!  I want  to  keep  picking 
flowers!”  she  cried. 

I quickly  looked  around  myself,  but  it  was  just  as  I had  suspected — no  flowers.  “Leslie,”  I 
began,  not  knowing  quite  what  to  say,  “dandelions  aren’t  flowers.” 

“Dandylions  are  my  FAVORITE  flowers,”  Leslie  replied.  Maybe  she  had  an  IQ  of  45,  but 
this  kid  sure  knew  how  to  weasel  around  the  subject. 

“Okay,  Leslie,”  I said,  plopping  down  in  the  grass  beside  her,  “why  are  they  your 
FAV ORITE  flowers?”  I stressed  the  word  favorite  like  she  had,  and  she  looked  up  at  me  and 
grinned. 

“Because  they’re  different  from  other  flowers.  And  they’re  yellow.” 

“But  no  one  likes  dandelions,”  I said  carefully,  “Because  they  hurt  the  other  flowers!” 

Suddenly  Leslie  flashed  a look  at  me  that  I had  never  seen  from  her  before.  Her  eyes  glared 
as  if  she  has  heard  my  statement  a thousand  times.  She  seemed  hurt,  and  for  a minute  I forgot 
about  her  mental  status.  “No  one  ever  gives  dandylions  a chance!”  she  cried.  “People  always 
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kill  my  favorite  flowers  before  they  get  a chance  to  grow!  They  don’t  hurt  other  flowers,  other 
flowers  hurt  them  because  they’re  not  like  anyone  else.  If  just  once  someone  would  look  at  a 
dandylion  the  way  I do,  they  might  change  their  mind.” 

It  was  the  most  intelligent  thing  I had  ever  heard  her  say,  or  anyone  for  that  matter.  Whether 
she  was  aware  of  it  or  not,  Leslie  had  just  told  me  something  very  significant  about  herself. 

She  wiped  away  her  tears  with  the  back  of  her  arm  and  studied  the  billowy  clouds  in  the  sky. 
“Look  at  that  one,  Manda,”  she  declared,  happily.  “It  looks  like  a doggy.” 

The  moment  was  over.  I don’t  even  know  if  Leslie  remembered  what  she  had  just  said  to 
me. 

I stood  up  and  brushed  the  grass  off  my  shorts,  feeling  a little  awkward.  “C  mon,  Les,”  I 
said,  grabbing  her  hand.  “Let’s  go  in.” 

Later  that  day,  I thought  about  Leslie  and  what  she  had  said.  Letting  my  heavy  feet  lead  the 
way,  I went  outside  and  picked  a few  dandelions  from  her  lawn.  Now,  somehow  it  felt  weird 
calling  them  “weeds.”  When  I got  back  inside  my  room,  I placed  the  yellow  dandelions  in  a 
plastic  cup  with  water  on  my  window  sill.  They’re  my  favorite  flowers. 
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Sonnet  For  His  Namesake 
(DuPage  River,  Illinois) 

By:  Glenna  Holloway 

Some  nights  when  fog  crawls  up  the  river’s  flanks, 

A sleepy  mallard  sudden-turns  its  head 
As  cycling  waves  soft-smack  the  muddy  banks 
Recalling  rhythms  of  an  age  long  dead. 

The  water  holds  old  songs  in  many  keys: 

Staccato  notes  from  flying  hoofs  and  paws 
Or  dancing  moccasins  and  tune-slapped  knees, 

The  drumming,  humming  steeped  in  every  clause 
Of  time.  Tonight  a Frenchman  called  DuPazhe 
Inspects  his  traps  for  beaver,  muskrat,  mink; 

He  moves  with  shade  and  bough  for  camouflage, 

Then  squints  at  the  streetlights,  lingers  at  the  brink 
Of  bubbling  passage,  doffs  his  hood  at  fame, 

And  disappears  once  more,  leaving  just  his  name. 
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Ego 

By:  Mardelle  Fortier 

tenderest 
most  raw 
most  delicate 
pale  pink 
internal  organ 


A Politically-Correct  Clone  Song 

By:  William  Man* 

ambitious  politicians 
will  mass  produce  themselves 
to  gather  votes 

and  once  in  power 
they  will,  without  doubt,  eliminate 
their  blood  replicas 
knowing  full  well 
that  they  are  every  cell 
as  power  hungry 
as  themselves 
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The  Cabinet  in  the  Far  Corner 

By:  Lisa  Huston 

Santa’s  charm  is 

his  lack  of  commitment. 

If  Santa  visited  every  day 
bringing  you  Lincoln  Logs,  hair  dryers 
bathrobes  and  charm  bracelets, 
wouldn’t  you  yawn  and  throw 
another  “Tickle  Me  Elmo”  on  the  fire? 

There’s  something  wrong  with  a guy 
who  has  been  such  a neglectful  father. 

Does  he  shower  piles  of  expensive 

objects  on  you 

one  night  a year 

because  he  wraps  his  guilt 

in  red  and  green  foil  paper 

or  because  he  wants  you  to  be  happy? 

At  least  he  doesn’t  stagger  home  drunk 
every  night,  cursing  your  mother 
for  her  petty  indulgences 
and  waking  up  the  little  ones 
with  a baseball  bat. 

We  keep  Santa  confined  to  one  calendar  square, 
alongside  Christ, 

because  we  need  to  know  when  they’re  coming 
so  we  can  hide  mother’s  heirloom  china. 
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All  Aboard? 

By:  Jerry  Ryan 

Fluorescent  lights 
Green  seats 
Coat  holders 
Ticket  holders 
People  holders 
Commuter  smells 
Train  ride 

Sox  cap 
Crooked  head 
Yellow  eyes 
Black  face 
Old  sins 
Wine  smells 
Train  ride 

Vietnam 
Vet  cap 
Mustache 
Sun  burned 
Sad  past 
Whiskey  smells 
Train  ride 

Bald  head 
White  beard 
Plaid  shirt 
Spotted  tie 
Beer  smells 
Train  ride 

Perfect  hair 
Plucked  brows 
Asian  eyes 
Carmine  lips 
Fading  beauty 
L’air  du  Temp 
Train  ride 

Window  reflection 
Green  eyes 
Gray  beard 
Denim  shield 
Mystery  rider 
Who  are  you? 
Train  ride 
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Something  to  Say 


By:  Linda  Tamas 


Because  I let  you  go, 


If  I am  granted  that  day, 


I got  to  really  know, 

The  truth  of  what  I felt. 


I will  not  let  you  get  away, 


Before  I speak,  “I  love  you.” 


Let  down  by  the  pain, 


But  until  time  says  okay, 


Having  to  hide  from  my  shame, 
For  I never  spoke  real  words. 


I have  to  continue  to  pay, 


For  those  words  I never  spoke  to  you. 


So  much  time  has  gone  by, 

Always  asking  myself,  why? 

My  heart  collects  the  burden. 

With  just  my  memories  and  thought, 

How  hard  I have  fought, 

To  forget  and  walk  away. 

But  I can’t  walk  away, 

You’re  with  me  everyday, 

And  I’m  sad  you  do  not  know. 

I was  weak,  young,  or  shy, 

Too  scared  to  deny  your  good  bye, 

But  how  could  I wean  myself  of  you? 

What  I did  was  pretend, 

Putting  what  I felt  to  an  end, 

Only  for  it  to  surface  more  with  time. 

Does  he  believe  in  the  change, 

That  time  can  neatly  arrange, 

A love  that  can  freely  burn  again? 

With  no  other  choices  before, 

I still  left  the  open  door, 

Planning  for  my  first  love  to  reappear. 

I imagine  it  and  pray, 

But  who  knows  if  I may, 

Be  given  a deserved  second  chance. 
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Growing  Old;  Or,  Variant  Graces 

By:  Chikako  D.  Kumamoto 

If  I must  grow  old,  let  me  not  by  the  argument  of  the  mirror, 

Though  each  morning,  loyal  to  its  silver  voice  of  reason 
It  tells  the  tragedy  of  my  grays,  lines,  and  darkening  spots, 

While  I,  a fugitive  from  the  Time  police, 

Plot  youth  with  sophistry. 

If  I must  grow  old,  then  let  it  be  becomingly  done, 

So  that  lies  may  not  be  prolonged,  so  that 
My  face,  my  body,  and  all  variants  of  my  past  grace 
May  grow  like  the  sum  of  a sunflower  that  follows 
The  steps  of  the  sun,  as  surely  as  the  ripening  seeds  inside, 

From  what  it  once  was,  to  be  what  it  is  now, 

To  be  what  it  will  become,  from  roots  to  flowers  to  roots, 

Seeking  after  that  sweet  golden  face, 

Maturing,  spent  but  never  meaning  less. 

In  growing  old  I live  myself 

As  stirring  as  that  highsummer  plant  that  will  yield 

For  now  time  keeps  in  all  of  me  and  does  not  flee. 

I,  who  once  hid  away,  was  afraid, 

Arise  and  seize  the  sun. 
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A Picture  for  the  Refrigerator 

By:  Mary  Kathryn  Murphy 

I’m  fishing  in  a crimson  lake, 

A pencil  for  my  rod; 

Perhaps  a lifetime  it  will  take 
To  catch  the  purple  cod. 

On  an  easel  made  of  time 
A landscape  starts  to  form 
And  flying  fish  splash  colored  rhyme 
Amidst  an  ice  cream  storm. 

Draw  your  own  lines  and  decide 
To  stay  inside  or  not; 

There  is  no  need  to  ever  hide 
Behind  a dash  or  dot. 

Paddle  palette  boat  with  oars  of  brush 
Across  the  empty  space. 

In  the  water  now,  some  pigment  crush 
And  design  a special  place. 

Where  grass  is  orange,  the  sky  chartreuse 
And  minds  are  free  to  roam. 

Upon  the  banks,  a yellow  moose 
Drinks  root-beer  from  the  foam. 

Things  are  not  always  as  they  seem 
Reality  can  be  wrong; 

Allow  yourself  some  time  to  dream 
So  your  mind  will  grow  up  strong. 
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Awakening 

By:  Rachel  Purchalski 

dark 

close 

together 

soft 

skin 

tingle 

passion 

slow 

caress 

kiss 

fast 

lips 

sizzle 

more 

touch 

heat 

yours 

mine 

desire 

energy 

explode 

heat 

love 

now 

forever 
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BORDERS 


BOOKS-MUSIC-CAFE 


WHEATON,  ILLINOIS 
(630)  87  1 -9595 


1 o 1 Rice  Lake  square 


AT  DANADA 


1500  1 6TH  ST.  AT  RTE . 83 
GAKBROOK,  ILLINOIS 
(630)  574-0800 


15620  S.  LAGRANGE  RD. 
ORLAND  PARK,  ILLINOIS 
(708)  460-7566 


Naperville,  Illinois 
(630)  637-9700 


336  S.  RTE.  59 


over  200,000  book,  music,  and  video  titles 

A WIDE  SELECTION  OF  TITLES  ON  MANY  SUBJECTS 

Over  2000  magazine  and  newspaper  titles 

FROM  ACROSS  THE  COUNTRY  AND  AROUND  THE  WORLD 


TOO  LISTENING  STATIONS  TO  CHECK  OU 


MUSIC  BEFORE  YOU  PURCHASE 


CAFES  SERVING  COFFEE  DRINKS,  PASTRIES,  DESSERTS, 
AND  LIGHT  BREAKFAST  & LUNCH  FARE 

A COMFORTABLE  BROWSING  ENVIRONMENT 

live  music  on  Friday  evenings 

(ENJOY  A COFFEE  OR  SOFT  DRINK  IN  OUR 
SMOKE-FREE  CAFES  WHILE  YOU  LISTEN!) 

% 

Children's  Storytimes,  special  events, 

AND  COSTUMED  CHARACTER  VISITS 

BOOK  AND  VIDEO  DISCUSSION  GROUPS 

Over  30  book,  music,  and  video  events 

SCHEDULED  EACH  MONTH  — 

STOP  IN  AND  PICK  UP  OUR  NEWSLETTER! 
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